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The Land.of Broken Promises.

“Good enough!" he mu -, @arte,
watching him for a minute in sllenne,
and leaving the new boss in commany.
he went back and started BUppar,

‘That was the beglnnlng of a new
day at the Eagle Tall, and when De
Lancey came back from town—whith-
er he went whenever he could conjure
up an errand—he found that, for once,
he had not been missed.

Dud was doing the blacksmithing,
Amigo was directing the gang, and a
fresh mess of beans was on the fire,
the first kettleful having gone to rein-
force the Yaqul's backbone. But they
were beans well spent, and Bud did
not regret the rafd on his grub-pile. 1f
he could get half as much work for
what he fed the Mexicans he could
well rest content.

“But how did ‘his Indian happen to
find yon?" den. led Phil, when his
pardner had ex, 1ed his m:quls!uun.
“Say, he mus ' . deserted from his
company w} ey brought them
back from ~.. ozumal”

“More* ikecly,” asgented Bud. “"He
aln't ta.glus n ", but I notice he
keeps his eye ¢.i—they'd shoot hi..
for & deserter [f they ~ould ketch him,
I'd hate to see hlm BO llat way.”

“Well, If he's a8 good as this, let'a
take care of him!” ecried Phil with
enthusinsm. “L'll tell you, £ - I, there's
‘something big coming off ; atty soon
and I'd like to stay arar ‘1 town-a
little more If 1 could, 't to keep
track of things.”

“F'r instonce? i7ev -ud Hooker
dryly. It had & & i~ . that Phil
was spending a g« Jd dr<, of time in
town already.

“Wall, there’s t>u .utlon. Bure
a8 shooting they're go : 2 to pull one
soon. There's two th .sand Mexican

miners working at Fn-tuna, and they
Bay every onc of ‘i bas got a rifle
burled. Now theyre beginning to quit
and drift out Into the hills, and we're
likely to hear from them any time.”

“All ‘the more reason for staying in
camp, then,” remarked JBud. “I'll tell
you, Phil, 1 need you here. That
dogged ledge #e lost, good and plenty,
and I need you Yo say where to dig.
We ain't doing much better than old
Aragon did—just rooting around in
that rock-plle—let's do a little timber-
ing, and sink.” :

“¥You can't timber that rock,” anm.
swered Ds Loacey decidedly, “Ané
besldes, it's cheaper to make & cut
twenty feet deop than it is to tunnel

"or sink n shaft. Walit tii! we get to

Lw:

that porphyry contact — tion we'll
know where we're at.”
“All right,” grumbled Bud; “Lut

scems llke we're a long time getting
there. What's the news downtown?”

“Well, the fireworks have begun
agaln over in Chihuahua—Orozco and
Balazar and that bunch—but it seems
there was something to this Mocte-
guma scare, after all. I was talkiug to
an American mining man from down
that way and he told me that the fed-
erals marched out to where the rebels
ware and then sat down and watched
them cross the river without firilng on
them—some kind of an understanding
between Bernardo Bravo and these
blackleg federals.

“The only fighting there was waa
‘when & bunch of twenty Yaquls got
away from their officera in the rough
country and went after Bernardo Br-
vo by their lonesome., That threw a
blg scare into him, too, but he man-
dged to fight them off—and iIf I way
“making & guess I'd bet that your Yaqui
frifend was one of that fighting
t'enty "

.“] reckon,"” assented Bud; “but don't
you eay nothing. I need that hombre
in my business. Come on, lst’'s go up

.and look at that cut—I come across
an old board today, down in the muck,
und I bet you it's & plece that Kruger
léft. Funny we don't come across
‘'sdme. of his tools, though, or the hole
Wwhere the powder went off.”

. “When we do that,” observed Phil,
“we'll be whére we're golng. Nothing
to do then iut lay off the men and wait
till T get my papers. That's why I say

“don't hurry €o- hard—we: haven'. got

title to this claim, pardner, and

L we' wn't 89 ‘ther—not for some
time yet. & ‘e vou'd hit this
ledge—"

'"Well, if I Lit it romarked Bud,
“I'll- stay with it—you can trust me
for that. Hello, whh n thé Yaqui
tonnd r*

"As they came up cue ~u: Amigo quit
vt.l'k and, while tb- .. ihricar ) followed
. Buit and-gatherc.( « tpectantly ‘vehind
N, he picked up .hree —= 1 drills
and an fron drillo; ¢a anu -Jrcaemad

m to Bud. -
{denitly e hed 1 arncd the object
" @f thelr search from :ic Mexicans, but
it e looked for anv Awmonstrations of
dolight at eight o t} ese much-gought-
fpr tools he was dooned to disappoint-
for both:¥uil -and Phil had
'mled thcm:e!nn to l.eap uuir
ghi.

2 “'Um~m *-sald Bud, “old’ drills, ol
ng. you find them?” o

' ‘Yaqui léd the way .to the. fade

of the cut and showed the spot. B hole

- ‘thie .of riven rock; and

ulnan, nnt to M outdoue.
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—™. s Jh{), pawing solemnly

ounau ‘"« _ou0m of the hole; and

t. ' .uad Lis haudkerchief with fine
dlr  he canlod “ pwn to the creek.
“here, | .. tier's pan, he washed
it out « roiui v ec" pping the waste
over the irling the watér
around . unly a little dirt
was lef v.  hottom of the pan,
Then, whilc ai =~ “uxicans looked
on, he tr*" ~ + towurd the edge,
scanning ..e il.. remnout for gold—
and quit witi CLaurl.

“Nada!" 1 .»ud, throwlng down
the pan, and ** some .a* the Mexl-
cans sensed 2ttt mine had
turned out a "1 times he
‘went back to wiid ¥ poped up
the barren di d Lthien *old the

men they coul.

“No more wc * he zald, n™ecting
a ¢-fected bitteivess; “r= ., nada—
! iag nothing!” asu willi this sad,
Ue no means unusual, ending to
the:. ‘+a, the Mexicans went away
‘o th. amp, apeculating among
\ ~msel -8 to whether they could
ge. their. y,ay. But when the last of
then. "\ad gone Phil beckoned Byd into
the tent and showed him o plete of

JBrte.

“Just tali® a .ouK O *hal.  ue euld,
and a single glance -:!' IHooker that
it wos ful! of - 1.8 of gold,

“I plcked . .. 4p Whes Jney weren't
looking,” whispered De Lamcey, his
eyes dancing with trlumph. *It's the
same rock—the same a8 Kruger's!”

“Weli, put 'er there, then, pardner!”
cried Bud, grabbing at_De Lancey's
hand; “we've struck Iit!"”

And with a broad grin on their de-
celtful faces they danced silently
around the tent, after which they pald
off the Mexicanea and bade them
“adloa!”

CHAPTER XIV,
It 18 a great sensation—striking it
rich—one of the greatest in the world.
Bome men punch a burro over the
degert all their lives In the hope of
achleving it once; Bud and Phil had
taken a chance, and the prize now lay
within thelr grasp. Only a little while
now —a month, maybe, if the officlals

were . slow—and the .title would be'

thelrs.

The RXexican miners, blinded by
tholr lgnarancs, want their way, wall
eontented to get ihelr money. Nubo_d)r

knew. There was nothing to do but
to wait. But %o wait, as some ptople
know, {8 thn hardest work in the
world,

For the first few days they lingered
about the .mine, gloating over it in
secret, laughing back and forth, ging-
ing gay songe—then, as the ecstasy
passed and the weariness of waiting
set in, they went two weye, Soma
fascination; unexplained to Bud, drew
Le Lancey to the town. He left in the
morning and came back at uight, but
Hooker stayed at the mine. :

Day and night,. ‘week-days and Sun-
days, he watched {t jealously, lest
fomeone should slip in and surprise
their secret—and for company he had
ais pet horse, Copper Bottom. and the
Yagui Indln.n. Amigo,

ignacio wee the Ihd[an's réal name,
for the Yaquis are all good Catholics
and named uniformaly after the saints}
but Bud had started to call him Amigo,
or friend, and Ignacio had conterred
the same name on him. g

Poor Ignaclo! His four-doller i-day !
job had gone glimmering in uvit a
day, but when the Mexican lnborers
departed he lirigered around the camp,
doing odd jobe, until ho WOn a place
for himself.

At night be slept up In the rocks,
where no treachery could tike him
unaware, but at the firat peep of dawn
it was always Amigo who arose lpd
Lt the fire,

Then, if no one got up, he cooked l
breakfast after his own'ideas, bolling
tha coffée until it Was as strong as
1ye, brolling'meat on sticks, and went
to turn out the horses,

With the memory of m.lny enylous
glances cast at Copper Bottom, Hooker
had built a stout corral, where he kent
the horses up at night, allowing them
to graze ¢lose-tiobBled {n the duyllmn.

A Mexican insurrecto oa foot i
contradiction of terms, if there ﬂ
any horses or mules in the® country,
and sevoral bands of ex-miners from
Fortuna had gone through their camp
in that conditfon, with new rifies in
thelr hande. Bat if they had any ds-
signs on'the Eagle Tail liva stock they
spesdily gave them up; for, while ‘Bo
would feed them and even listen to |
their false tales of patriotism, Bud
had no respect for numbeta ‘when 1t
came to admi ‘his horee..

‘Hven with the Yaqui, much as he
trusted him, he kad reservations abouf
Copper Bottom; and once, when he
found him petting him and stroking
h!llwte.'he lMo:hhh hud:;a;.‘i
dingiy. At day on,
he mumﬂ ‘Béttota and
for. hia >wants, &Anloo (was ' carefil
never to- caress him. ° Sl

‘But in. all’ other mtpn. ‘even-to
!andlu him his ;l;.n Bud trusted . lb:
Yaqui absolu t'was nbout 8 wWer
e oo i o Ry bt Al
E@d_..@ef. ﬂ fﬁ_ﬂ!

o

COOLIDGE

nm hie rifle . « el vilil- | @10
shot

Scoaa” 771 ne cuwe leping bacle
froi- o trip and made signa
for (ic¢ n, and this ti HT:]
bre gl .1g peccary, wi he
rouvsto: t, Indian style. Aar
that, meut was low, Bu. _ent
him att, and each time he
broughi . _« a wild hog or a deer for

every cartridge,

The one vruss under which the
Yaqui sufferad was the apparent fall-
ure of the mine, and, after slipping up
into the cut a few times, he finally
came back radinnt.

“Mira!” he sald, holding out a plece
of rock; and when Hooker gazed at
the chunk of quartz he polnted to the
specks of gold and grunted, “Oro!"

“Seguro!" anewered Dud, and going
down into his pocket, he produced an-

“Two Men, One of Them a Ruralel™

| other like it. At this the Yaqul cocked
his hoad to one slda and regarded him
strangaly.

“Why you no dig gold?' he asked
at last, and then Bud told him the
story.

“We have an enemy,” he sald, "who
might eteal It from us. 80 now we
walt for papers, When we get them,
we dig!”

“Ah!"” breathed Amigo, his face sud-
denly clearing up; “and can I work
for you then?”

“Bl " answered Bud, “for four dol-
iars A day. BDui now you help me
watch, g0 nobody comes.”

"Bl.hwa.no!" exclaimed the Indlan,
well satisfied, and after that he spent
hours on the hlﬁ;u‘b ‘his black head
.thrust cut over thie crest Jike a chuck-
awalla lizard s he ¢ eonﬂdd the land
below, EfiTe e

8o the days wemt by until three
weeks ha.d‘mwi ‘#nd s‘ull no papers
camo. As his aiixiety imtfeased Phil
fell into the Ea If of ata¥ing in town
' overnight, an iy he'Was gone for
two days. The (hifd day was drawing
to a c¢losd, and Bud was getting rest-
less, when suddenly he beheld the
i\ Yaqui bounding down the hill in great
leaps and imaking signs down the
canyon,

“Twomen!” I:o called, dashing up to
! the tent; “ome of them a rural!”

“Why. a rural? asked Bud, mysti-
s fled.

“To ta!te me!” erled Amigo, striking
himself violently on the breast. “Lend
me your rifiel”

“No,” answered Bud, afier a panse;
“you might get into trouble, Run and
hide .In the rocké—! will-signal. you
when to come baet."

‘“Muy blen,” sald tha Yaqul obedl-
ently, and, turning, he went .up over
rocks like a mountain-shedp, bounding
from ‘bonlder to boulder until he dis-
appsared among the hilitops. Then,
as Bud brought in his horse and shut
‘Blm hastily inslda his corral, the two
ridera came’ mund thie polnt—a mri!
and Aragon!'

Now, in Mexico & rural, as Bud wel'
knew, -means tronble—and Aragon
meant mors troubis, trouble for him.
Certalnly, so busy a man as Don Cipri
ano wonld not come clear to his camp
to help capture a Yequi desérter. Bud

ugltﬁ-omthammnmnwu
,Anpther attempt to get possession of
their mlno. and ho awalted thelr eotn
ing grimly '

Mg tl.n!es." he sald in reply to the
!'nrnll abrupt solute, and then he
stood silent bofora his tent, looking
lhem over shrewdly. The rural wga
‘% “hard-looking citizen, as many of
them are, but on this occasion he
seemed W' triflé ambdrrassed, glanelng |,
ﬂl‘qnlrln.!p lt Aragon. As for Aragon;

&t n'Tong Hes of jerked.
meat whlch ‘Aml hlul hung out’ ta
~hiy. and 'his ' éye. opened up:
um;da?l!zou hsmhalhheoldrem

n ker, i
“EFenor,” Ko sald, speaking with st

II‘ m! ..lh!“u.-

| Ndralness, Wb mmr
.mwho

4-.. -‘-..‘.__.

cattle, and 1 &
go. Whero did yui

“I got it from . duer, returned
Bud; “there 18 hil® '/~ ¢n the fence;
you can pee it if y.u'll lonk."”

The rural, glad » crents & diver-
sion, rode over and »vimired 1ne hide
and came back sal <ol Sut Aragon
was not so easlly appea -1

“By what right,”” he demeaded true-
uleatly, “do you, an Amerlcan, kil

* Lidve nu far v
cet that meat?"”

deer in our country? Huave y ‘ha
apecial permit which i8 requircir
“No, senor,” answered Hojlo® ©one

berly; “the deer was killed by a Mex-
ican 1 have working for me!"

“Ha!" sneered Aragon, and then he
paused, balked.

“Where {8 this Mexican?" Inqguired
the rural, his professional instincts
aroused, and while*Nud was explaining
that he was out in the hills eome-
where, Aragon spurred hig horsas up
closcr and pes curiously into his
tent

LA

hat are looking for?" de-
mav " ook rply, and then Ara-
BOD uOowes: Mio .-.d.

*l1 am looking for the drills and drill-
spoon,” ho sald; “the ones you stole
when you took my mine!"

“Then get back out of thera!"” cried
Bud, seizing his horse by the bit and
throwing him back on his haunches;
“and etay out!” hé added, as he
dropped his hand to his gun. “But if
the rural wishes to search,” he salid,
turning to that astounded officlal, “he
is welcome to do so.”

“Muchas gracias, no!” returned the
rural, shaking a'finger in front ‘of his
face, nnd i(hen he strode over to where
Aragon was muttering and spoke in a
low tone>

“No!" dissented Aragon, ehaking his
head violently; “no—no! I want this
man arrested!” he. cried, turning vin-
dictively upon Pud. "“He has stolen
my toolse—my mine—my land! He has
no business here—no title! This land
{8 mine, and I tell him to go. Pronto!”
he shouted, menacing Hooker with his
riding-whip, but Bud oniy shifted his
feet and stopped: listening to his ex-
clted Spanish.

*“No, senor,” he said, when it was all
over, “this cla{m belongs to my pard-
ner, De Lancey.' ﬂ’ou have no—"

“Ha! De Lancp;r!" jeered Arngon,
eugddenly lodulging himself In a sar-
donic iaugh. Do Lancey! Ha, ha!"

“What's the matter?” cried Hooker,
a8 the rural jolned In with a derisive
smirk..- “Bay, speak up, hombre!"” he
threatened, Btepping closer a8 his eyes
took on a dangerous gleam. "And let
me tell you now,” ho added, “that if
any man touchea ‘& bair of his head
1l kil him lke B dog!™

'"* 2 v ‘ral backed his horse away, as
It huudenly discovering that the Amer-
ican was dangerous, and then, salut-
ing respectfully as be took his leave,
he eaid:

“The Senor De Lancey Is In jall!™

They whirled thelr horses at that
and galloped off down the canyon, and
a8 Bud gazed after them he burst into
a frenzy of curses. Phen, with the
one thought of setting Phil free, he
ran. out to the corral and hurled the
saddle on hie horee,-

" It was through some chicanery, he
knew—some low-down trick on the
part of Aragon—that his pardner had
been imprisoned, und he swore to have
him out or know the reason why. F!
ther that or he would go after Arag:
and take it out of his hide.

It was outside Bud% simple coi
even' to question his pardnei's {nno
cence, but, innocent or guilty, he would
have him out if he had to tear down
the jail.

8o h2 slapped his saddle-gun into
the sling, ‘reached for his quirt, and
went dushing dowm the canyon. At

a 'l.ul'n in the road he came suddenly

upon’ Aragon and the rural, split a|*

way between them, and.lesned for-
ward as copper nouom-bnrned up the
trail, < :

It was long since the shiny sorral
had been given his head, and he need.
ed peither whip nor gpirs -Lut a mile
or two down the arroyo Bud suddenly
reined him In and iooked behind. Then
he turned abruptly up the hillside and
Jumped him out on a’ point, looked
:::uha. and rode llmrlr back up the

Aragon and tha rural were not in
sight—the questlon was, were they
following? For a short distance ho
fode’ warily, not to- be. surprised in
his suspicion; then, as k6 found tracks
turning back, he gave head to his
horise and galloped swittly (o camp.

The horses of the men he sought
stood at the edge of the mine-dump,
and, throwing his bridle-rein down bes
slde thém, Bad’ !upiu ‘off ‘and tan up
the cut'’ Then he stoppbd short and
reached for his six-slivoter. "The two
men were up at the énd, down on their

ERCL Whq dextily Ukh gous afiar o

- So-eager were they in thelf search
80; confident in: their fancied security,
| that tila.r never looked pp from their
work, and the tramp.of’Hoorsr's boots
‘was ‘drowned by their mbblns until
ho  stbod - above theit: " There 'he
7 | paured, His pistol in htnd- mnl wnlml
ﬂhﬂl! {oF ‘develophsnti.

-“Ha!" cried Mrlmn. BITS6P: 7 -t £

1%n gn ,-_.,_ i lo'

tehEo™ Tle Arew a secand Plece Trom
his pocket and placed them together.
“It is the Bume!" he said.

Btill half-buried in the excavation,
he turned suddenly as a shadow
croesed him, to get the light, and his
jaw dropped at the sight of Iud,

“I'll trouble you for that rock,” ob-
served Hud, holding out his hand, and

a8 the rura' tumped, Aragon handed
over the ore “here was o moment's
silence as Hue d over 1. »—then
he stepped ba: and me thewn

out with his gun.

Down the jagged cut the, rrled,
awed Into a guilty silence by his an-
ger, and whben he let them mount
without a word the rural looked back,
surprised. Even then Bud sald noth-
ing, but the swing of tje Texan's gun
spoke for him, and they rode quickly
dut of sight.

“You dad-burned greasers!” growled
Dud, returning his pistol with a jab
to ite holster, Then he looked at the
ore. There were two pleces, one fresh-
dug and the other worn, and as he
ga¥ed 2t them the worn plece seemed
strangely femlillar. Aragon had been
compuring them—but where had he
got the worn plece?

Once more Bud looked it over, and
then the rock fell from his hand. It
was the first plece they had founf—
the plece that belonged to PPhil!

CHAPTER XV,

When the solld earth quakes, though
it move but a thousandth of an Inch
beneath our feet, the human brain
reels and we become dlzzy, slck and
afraid. Bo, too, at the thought that
fome truste! ‘-iond has played uwe
false, the mi *ns back upon itself

aud we douvht + stabllity of every-
thing—for * :. ent. Then, as we
find all the +. ees alraight up, the world
intact, ~us " ¢ hills {n thelr proper
places, . n ¢t the treacherous doubts
asle~ a1 rsicn 'y the volee of reason.

« uwful moment Hooker saw
by . Vetrayed by his friend, elther
thi * weakness or through gulle;
u'sl tlen Bl mind stralghtened itself

© i@ remembered that Phil was in

.+hat more natural, then, than that
e rurales should eearch his pockets
and glve the ore to Aragon? IHe
atooped and picked up the chunk of

rc - —that preclous, pocket-worn spec- { menn to, and I'll neverslo it again.”

! that had brought them the first
1 ‘¢ of success—and wiped it on
hi. u ove.

Mechanically he placed it beside the
other plece which Arngon hod gouged !
from the edge, and while he gnzed at
them he wondered what to do—to
leave their mine and go to his friend,
or to let his friend wait and stand
guard by thelr treasure—and his heart
told him to go to hils friend.

Bo he swung up on his horse and
followed slowly, and as soon as it was
dark he rode secretly through Old
Fortuna and on till he came to the
‘§a1f. 3t waé a squirte sfone structure,
bullt across the street from the can-
tina in order ic be convenlent for
the drunks, and as Bud rode up close
and stared at it, some one halled him
through the bars.

allo there, pardner,” called Hook-
. ~Inging down and striding over
to ..e I'ick window, “how long have
they ' d you in here?”

“Two drvs,"” anawered Phil from the
Inner daraness; "but it seems like a
lifétime to me. Say, Bud, there's o
Mexfcan in here thmpt's got the jim-
jatns—regular tequija fag—can't you
get me gut?”

“Well, T eure will!" answered Bud;
“whaot - have they got you In for?
Where's onor friend, Don Juan? Why
dldn't he:let me know?"

“You can search me!” railed Da
Lancey, “Beems llke everybody quits
you down here the mioute you get
into trouble. 1 got,?rmuted night be-
forn last by those /d——d ruralea—
! angel Del Rey wea behind it, you
«an bet your life on that—and I've
been here ever gince!"

“Well, what -~ vou pinched for?
Yhodolgor. o7

. “Plnched for nothing!" cried De
Lancey bitterly. “Pinched because

I'm a Mexican citlzen and can't pro-
it Belfl'’ I'm Incomunicado for
three deza!" -

“Well, 11 get you out, all right,”
sald Hooker, leaning closer against
the bars, “Here, have a smoks- d14
they frisk you of your makings?"

“Nol* snapped De Lancey crossly,
“but I'm out of everything by this
time. Bud, I tell you I've had a time
of it! They threw me In here with
this crazy, mutdering Mexican and
I haven't had a wink of sleap for two
days. 'He's quict now, but I don’t
_w&nt any more,”

“Well, say,” began Bud again, “what
are you charged with? Maybe I can
grease uomeboﬂ:e paw and get you
out tonight!”

There was an awkward pause at
this, and finally De Lancey dropped
his white face against the bars and
hia volce became low and beseeching.

“I'll tell you, Bud,” ‘he said, *1
baven't been guite on the square with
you—=I've been holding out a little.
But you know how it fs—whea a fel-
low's i love. I'Vve been golng to 820
Graclat™ -

: “Ol'1” commented Hooker, and stood |

very qylat while he walted.

"Yes, I've been .going to see her.
hurrfed on Phit “I know I pfomised;
but, honest, Bud, 1 couldn’t Help it.
It just eeemed as If my wliole being
was wrapped up in her, and I had to
do it. Bhe'd be !oollns for ma when
I came and went—and then I fixed it
with her maid to take her a lotim'.
4And then [ ‘met hu- secretly, back

by the garden gate. You know lharn
Eot 3omnte holea punched in the wall—
Joophioled during the ‘fight last: m‘l.n'l-
mer—and we'd—"

it E!'.e. lﬂ .l_l__lo_nn: .!olﬂ.t____ﬂ_t..l&

broke 1a Tiooker Turshly.

| Bud Inexorabiy. “Her old man was out

“What Are You Pinched For?”

"ut gel To
the point! What aure you pinched
for?”

"Well,” went on De Lancey, hir
volee quavering at the reproof, 1 vae
going to tell you, if you'll listen to me
Bomebody saw us there and told Arn-
gon—he shut her up for a punishment
and she slipped meo out a note—well, 1
couldn't stund It—I hired the string
band and we went down there In a
hack to give her a serenade. But this
cad, Manuel del Rey, who has been
acting like r jealous ase all along,
swooped down on us with a detach-
ment of his rurales and took ys ali
to jall. He let the musicians out the
next morning, but I've been here ever
since.”

"Yes, and what are you charged
with?" demanded Hud brusquely.

“Drunk,” confessed I'hil, and Bud
grunted.

“Huh!" he sald “and e out watch.
ing that mwine night and day!"

“Oh, I know I've doue you dirt,
ud,"” walied De Lancey; “but I didn't

“Never do what?”
roughly.

“I won't touch another drop of
booze as long o8 I'm in Mexico!” erled
Phll. "XNot a drop!"

“And how about the girl?" contlnued

inquired Bud

and trled to jump our mine today—
how about her?”

"Well,"” faltered De Lancey, "I'll—
she—"

“You know your promise!" ramlndud
Bud. '

“%en; I know.. But—oh, Bud, if you
knaw lmu. loyal I've been to you—if
you knew .what offers I've reslotpod—
the mine stunde In my name, you
know.”

“Weli?"

“Well, Aragon came around to me
Inet week and, sald it 1'd glve him o
haM {nterest in it he'd—well, never
mind—it waos a great temptation. But
ald I fall for 1t? Not on your lite! 1
know you, Dud, and 1 know you're hon-
ost—you'd stay by me to the last
ditch, and I'll do the same by you.
But I'n in love, Bud, and that would
make a man forget his promnise if he
wasn't true as stecl.”

“Yes," commented Hooker dryly. “I
don't reckon 1 can count on you much
from now on. Here, take a look at
this and see what you malke of it.” Hé
drow the plece of ore tliat ho had
taken from Aragon from his pocket
and held it up in the moonlight. “Well,
feel of it, then,” he gald. “Shucks, you
ought to know that piece of rock, Phil
—it's the first one we found In our
minel” .

“No!"” exclalmed De Lancey, start-
ing back; “why—where'd you get L7

“Never mind where I got it!" an
swered Ilooker. *“The question la:
What did you do with 117"

“Well, I might as well come through
with it,” confessed I’hil, the last of his
assurinzae gone, “I gave It to Gracla!”

“Aud I took It away from Aragon,”
continued Bud, “while he was digging
zuome more chunks out of our mine, 8o
that is your idea of being true as steel,
I8 {? You've done neble by me and
Kruger, haven't you? Ycs, you've been
& good pardner, 1 don't think!"

“Well; don't throw me down, Bud!”
pleaded Phil. “There’s soihe mistake
somewhere, Ier father must have
found it and taken It nway! I'd stake
my life on it that Gracla would never
betray me!"

" "Well, think it over for a while,"
suggested Dud, édging his words with
aarcasm. “1'm going up to the hotel!"

‘up through the Mexlcan quarlers to
the cuartel of the rurales, but the cap-
taln was inexorable, :

“No, senor,” he eald, waving an elo-
quent finger before his nose, 1 cannot
release your frlend, No, senor!”

“But what Is he charged with?” per-
#lsted IBud, "and when is his trial?
You cun’t keep him shut up without a
trial.”

At this the captain of the rurnles
lifted his eyebrows and one closely
waxed mustachlo and smiled mystert:
ously.

“Y como no?” he inquired. “And
why not? Is he not a Mexlcan eiti-
zen "

“Well, neﬂmps he is!" thundered
Bud, suddenly’ rMns to his full helght,
“but 1 am fot! I am an American,
senor capitan, and !}:am are other
Americand!’ 11’ you hold my frlend
without a trial I whi come and tenr
your fall down—and the cormisarlo will
not stoh me, either!”

“Ah!" observed the dandy little eap-
tain, shrugging his mustachio once
more and biinking, and while Hooker
raged back and forth he looked him
over appralsingly.

“One moment!" he sald at last, rals-
ing a quieting hand. “These are peril-
ous times, senor, in which ull the de-
fenders of Fortuna should staud to-
gether. 1 do not wish to have n dif-
ference with the Americans when Ber-
nardo Brave and his men are march-
ing to take our town. No, I value the
friendship of the valiant Americans
very highly—so 1 will let your frlend
go. But first he must promise me onp
thing—not to trouble the Scnor Ara
gon by making further love to his
daughter!" !

“Very woll!” replled Bud. “He has
already promised that to me; so come
on and let him out.”

“To you?" repeated Manuel del Rey
with a faint smile. “Then, perhups—*

“Perhaps nothing!"” broke In Hookep
shortly, “Come onl!

He led the way lmpatiently while
the captain, hia saber clanking, strode
out and rode beslde i, He was not
a blg man, this ewashing captaln of
the rural police, bit he was maoster,
nevertheless, of n great distrlet, from
Fortuna to the line, with a reputation
for quick work in the pursuance of his
duty as well as in the primross ways
of love.

Ip the insurrections and raldings of
the previous simmer he had glven the
coup de grace with his revolver to
more than ona embryo bandit, and in
hie love affalrs he had shown that he
couldibe equally summary

The alegant Feliz Luyrn, who for a
time had lingered nedr the charming
Gracla, had finally found himself up
againat a pair of pistols with the op-
tlon of either fighting Captain del Ray
or returning to his parenta. Tho young

nun concluded to beat a retreat. It

‘ 1iké . offonse -Philip Da. Lancey had
been unceremoniously thrown intd
Jull; and now the capitan turncd his
attenticn to Bid Hooker, whoss mind
he had not yet fathomeg,

“Excuse me, senor,” he sald, after a
brief silence, “but your words left me
In doubt—whether to regard you ng d
friend or a rival.”

“What?" demanded Bud, whoee

knowledge of Spanigh did not extend:

to the eleguncies.

“You sald,” explained the captatn
politely, “that your friend had prom-
ised you he would not trouble the lady
further., Does that mean that you are
interested In her yourself, or merely
that you percelva the hopelessness.of
his suit and wish to protect him from
o greater ovil that may well befall
him?
mine, aud no mnn can come between
us"!

“Huh!"” enorted Bud. who enught
the last all right. Then "he gheul
shortly and shrugged his shoul
don’t know what you're talking ahnu

he sald grufily, "but he will stay away, _

all right.”

“Muy blen," responded Del Rey care-
lessly and, dismounting at the jall, he'
threw open the door ‘and 8lood aslde
for his rival to come ‘cut, i

"“Muchas gracins, eenor capltan,” sa-
luted Bed, as the door'clanged to be-
hind his pardner. But P*hil atill bristlod
with anger and defianco, and the cap-
tiln percefved that there would be no
thanks from him.

“It {e nothing,” he replied, bowing
politely, and something in the way he
sald it made De Lancey choke with
rage. But there by the carcel door
was not the place for picking quarrels.
They went to the hotel, w Don
Juan, all apologies for kis apparent
neglect—which he excused on the
ground that De Lancey had been held
incomunicado—placated them ad bent
he could and hurried on to the ndws.

“My graclous, Don Felipe,” he cried,

“you doh't know how 'dorry 1 was to
Bes you In jall, but the captain's or-

“No; come back!" etied De Lancey,
~lamoring at the .bars. “Come on
back, Bud! Here!” he safd, thrust-
fng his hand out through the heavy'
irons. “I'll give you my word for it
—1 won't see her again until we get
our title! Will that satisfy you? Then
glve me your hand, ‘pardner—I'm sorry
1 dfd you wronhgi”

“It atn't mb replfed Hooker sober-
Iy, as he took the trdnbling hand; “it's
Kruger, Bnt'lt yan‘ll keep your word,
Phil, moybe' we win out yet. I'm |
goln; up to find the comisario.”

A brief Interview with that smlllnl
individual ‘and the case of Phil De
Lancey waii'laid bare. He had been
engaged In.a desperate rivalry with
Manus! dsl Rey for tlie hand of Gra-|
cla Aragon, and his present incarcera-
tion was not only for singing rag-time
beneath' the Aragon windows, but for
trying to Whip the captain of the ru-
rales when| thq atter trled to Dlace

hlm ‘older u

“And Lo mb&; was the prisonor not

lo!ustmwm, BUt of the caftatt oF
* the rurales. ,«m._nl.&rj, .Bu.d

{ ‘,h';qr\

! rales, you kddw.

ders were that no ong should go near
you—atd o' Mexico ‘we obey the ru-
Of.horwlsa we are
placed agalnst a wall and éhot.

“But have you heard the news from
down below? Ah, what terrible times
they are having there—mnches raided,
women stolen; rich men held for ran-
som! Yes, it I8 worse than ever! Al
ready I am recelving telegrams to pre-
' paré rooms for the refugees, and the
people are coming In erowds.

“Our friend, the'Senor Luna, and
bis gon Feliz have been taken by Ber
nardo Bravo! Only by an enormous
ransom was he able (o sava his wife
and daughters, and his trlemls must
now pay for him.

“At the mﬂh ﬁf ths rich Bpﬁahﬂb
Alvares, there has'been a great battls
in which the red-flaggers were defeat-
od with losses. " Now Bernardo Bravo
swears he wiil avenge his men, and

.Alv&res has a.mod hls Yagul wwko

mon.

"Halssbn’rom ls(}olonel
Alvares, and ‘hia*'Yaguis ‘dfe ‘sl war
rm..mun uw.nnt-,. _,hn.t ag_,nu'do M'

For look you, senor, the girl fa .




